. The Tragedie 

Ifheauen hattc any grctuouspligVic jnftore, 

Exceeding thoft that I can wifh vpon thee: 

O I t tliem kccpcit till thy finnes be lipc, 

A nd ilicn huvle downe their indignaiion 
On thee the trouble r of the poore Worlds pMccf 
The worme of confciencc ftill begnaw thy foulc^ 

Thy friends fufpefk for tnitors wliilc tliou liueft, 

And take deepe traitors for thy deareft friends, 

No flcepe dole vp that deadly eye of tbine^ 

Vnlclfc it be whilcft feme tormenting dreamc 
AfF> ights thee,with a hell ofvgly diaels. 

Thou eluifli mai kt,abdrfuie rooting hog. 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitie 
The fl..ueof nature, and the fonne of hell, 

T hou flaund^ of dry mothers hcauic womhc) 

Thou bthed ilfuebf thy fathers loyncs . 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted,&c, 

Glot Margaret,. . 

Richard. 

I call thee not, y 

Qlo, Then 1 crie thee mctcierfor I haa thought 
Thou hadft cafld me all thefe bitter names. 

Q«. M. Why fo 1 did, but lookt for no replie, 

G let me makerhe period to mycurfc, 

Glo, Tisdond by me,and ends in Margaret.' (felfo 

Q«. Thus haue you breathed your curfc againft your 
Q^M, Poore painted Qnecne, vaincfiouiiftiofmy fo*- 
Why ftrcvvft thoufiigeron that bottled fpider, 

Whofe deadly MiebciTTnareth thee aboutf 
Foole,foole,rhoif whetft S'kflife'to kill thy fclfe. 

The time will conre when thoU lhalt wifh forme. 

To heipe th.;c cuifothac poifoned bunchbackt toade, 

Hafi, Falfe boading woman, end thy frantike carfc, 
Fcaft to illy liarme thou moue our patience, . , 

G,M, Foirle ftiamc vpon you, you haue all mou’d tniuci 
Rft Wercyou well feiu’dybuvvoviicl be taught your duty* 
f Adi To feme me vt elljyou all fltould do me dutic, 

Tsachmetobc yourQ«cp»c»a«clyoninyfubieds: ^ 


' of Richard the third . 

O ferue me well, and teach yours fclucs thatdutrc. 

BorC. Difpuie not with her, Iheislunafiquc. 

Q. M peace Matter Marques, youarc malapert, 
y^nre- new ftarnpe of honour is fearfe currant ; 

O that your yong nobilific could iudge. 

What twere to loofc it and be miferablc: 

They that ftand high, haue many blafts to fltake theui. 
And if they fall, they daih themfclues to peeces. 

Glo, Good counfcll mary,lcarnc it.learnc it Marques, 
Der. It tQueheth you (my Lo:) as much as me. 

Gio. Y ca,and much more, but I was borne fo high. 
Our aiery builceth in the Cedars top. 

And dallies, with the winde.and fcornes the funne. 

Q«, M, And turnes die funne to fliade,ala.s, alas, 
Witncs my fonne, now in the ihade of death, 
whole bright ourfliiningbcamcs,thy cloudie wrath. 
Hath in ctcrnall darkcneirc foulded vp: 

Your aiene buildeth in our airics neft, 

O God that feeft it, do not fuflfc r it: 

As it was wonne with b!oud,loft be it fo. 

Buck. Haue done for ftiame, if not for charitie, 

Q..d^. Vrge neither chariric nor fliamc to me> 
Vnaiaritably with me haue you dealt, 

Andihamefidly by you my hopes arc butchci'd i 
My charifie is outragcjlife my ftiame, 

And in my ftiame ftill liuc my forrowes rage. 

Bhc\. Haue done. 

QjyW, O Princely Buckingham,! will kific thy handy 
In iign c of league and aniitic w’u h th c c: 

Now fake befall tbeCjand thy Princely houfe^ 

Thy garments are not fpotted with out bioud. 

Nor thou within the coinpallc of niy curfef 
B^ck^ Nornoonehcrc^^forcurfesneuerpalTe 
Thclipsofthofe chat breath them in the aire, 

. He not beleeuc but they afeend the skic, 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peacc^ 

' O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Lookc when he fawnes^he bites,and when hebites, ^ 
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